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The wind ahead of the thunderstorm whipped around Geddy's face, stinging his ears and dashing the tears that 
flowed from his eyes back into his hairline. Stupid, stupid, stupid, he thought. What the hell were you expecting? 
This is what you get for trying to get close fo someone, Jerkwad. 


He was so deep in thought and self-berating that he didn't see the pothole until it was too late. He tried to 
swerve around it, but there was a clang and a pop, and then he thudded to the pavement. He sat there for a 
moment, then examined himself. Not too much damage, just two scraped palms and a throbbing knee that was 
probably turning itself into a beauty of a bruise. His bike, though, that was another story. The tube had 
popped, and the rim was very slightly bent. He groaned. He'd have to put in some extra hours in the store to 


pay for getting it fixed. 


He stood up and brushed the gravel off of his butt, picked his bike up, and looked around. He'd been so upset 
when he left Alex's that he'd just started riding without really thinking about where he was going. He realized 


now that he'd been going in the opposite direction from his current house, toward where he'd lived as a young 


child. That meant he'd have to retrace his steps to get home. What a pain in the ass. 


He began the long trudge toward home. The wind was blowing more chaotically now, blasting him from this side 
and that, blowing grit into his eyes. He heard a rumble of thunder. Great. Maybe Ill get hit by lightning and die. | 
bet Alex would feel lke a piece of shit then 


He was busy fantasizing about his funeral when he heard a familiar car horn. Startled, he jumped a little and 
looked around to see Alex piloting his rustbucket to a spot next to the curb. Geddy hung his head and kept 


walking. 


"Hey, hey, Ged!" Geddy resolved to ignore Alex. What did he want, anyway? To beat him up for being a fairy or 


something? 
He heard the less-than-kittenish grumble of the motor behind him. 


"Ged, please, please stop and listen to me for a second. I'm -- Im so sorry." Alex's voice sounded hoarse and 


strained. 
Geddy stopped, his shoulders slouching wearily. "What do you want, Alex?" 


"I need to talk to you, please? Come on, let's grab some coffee, my treat, okay? | want to.. tell you about some 


stuff" At that moment, the skies opened, and it started to pour. 


Anything would be better than walking in the deluge for the next few blocks, Geddy supposed. He shrugged, and, 
correctly reading his gesture as an assent, Alex killed the motor. Without another word, he got out of the dry 
front seat and stood in the driving storm to put Geddy's bike in the trunk He gave Geddy a last contrite, 
pleading look, and the two soaked boys got into the car and took off for the nearest diner. 


